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Geronimo Stilton 
A learned and brainy 
mouse; editor of 
The Rodent’s Gazette 


Thea Stilton 
Geronimo’s sister and 
special correspondent at 
The Rodent’s Gazette 





Trap Stilton 
An awful joker; 
Geronimo’s cousin and 
owner of the store 
Cheap Junk for Less 
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Benjamin Stilton 
A sweet and loving 
nine-year-old mouse; 
Geronimo’s favorite 
nephew 
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GRANDSON! 
GRAAAANDSON! 


It was hotter than a ECORCHING 
bowl of cheese soup that July afternoon. I 
was in my office at the Rodent’s Gazette, 
trying to start my new BOOK. But I couldn’t 
think of ANYTHING to write about! 





GRANDSON! Wug GrAAAANDSON! 
ale 


Usually, I like to write about my real-life 
experiences. Lately, however, nothing at all 
INTERESTING has happened to me. 
So my mind was as [BLM as a slice of 
mozzarella. 

I’m sorry — I just realized that I haven’t 
introduced myself! You may have already 
suessed who I am. My name is Stilton, 
Sferonimo Shilton. Vm the editor of The 
Rodent’s Gazette, the most FAMOUSE 
newspaper on Mouse Island. 

Anyway, I haven’t had an adventure in a 
long time. I thought about my trip to Japan 
with Wild Willie.* And the time I $AVED a 
beached white whale on a faraway shore.** 

‘T Rose wene great odvertunes! 

Then it hit me. Both of those adventures 
took place in nature! 

Suddenly, I had an I ID(EAI: I could write 


* Read all about it in my book The Way of the Samurai. 
** Read all about it in my book Save the White Whale! 
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Granpson! Bug GRAAAANDSON! 
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about nature! But what 
kind of nature? Sandy 
beaches? LEAFY 
jungles? PEACEFUL 
forests? 

| LOOKED outside 


the window and sighed. Holed 





up in my office in New Mouse City, the 
only nature I could see were the sparrows 
that pecked at my cheese crusts on the 
windowsill. They were cute, but I didn’t 
think they would make a very interesting 
book. 

I needed something ER CLting 
to write about. And to do that, I needed 
to go on a really good adventure! (But 
nothing too dangerous, because I am really 


a SCABEDY-MOUSE at heart!) 


I was lost in my thoughts when I heard a 
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> 
Granpson! Qéags GRAAAANDSON! 





loud bang A mouse pushed open my 

office door. Can you guess who it Was? 
I'll give you some clues: He’s a tall, muscled 

mouse with thick silvery UL. He wears 


steel-framed eyeglasses, and he always has 
a STERN look on his face — a very stern 
look. NOW Can you guess? 








S 
| FIND My 
INSPIRATION! 


You quessed it! That rodent was none other 
than my grandfather William Shortpaws, 
also known as Cheap Mouse Willie. 

“Craaaaandson!” his voice boomed 
out. It looked like he was in a bad mood, as 
always. 





I noticed that he was 
wearing his favorite Hat: 
a vintage cowboy 
hat. A red bandanna 
was wrapped around it, 
and a falcon’s feather 
was stuck in it. 
My grandfather loves 
hats almost as much as he 
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I FIND My INSPIRATION! 





loves cheese. He has a big collection of hats, 
but he wears his cowboy hat all the time. 

Grandfather took off his hat and showed 
mea HOLE in the top. 

“Know why this hole is here?” he asked. 
“Because I’ve been wearing this hat for 
thirty years. Know something else? I need a 
CW one. Want to know one more thing? 
I need SOMEONE to go get it for me.” 

I knew that he meant me, of course, but I 
didn’t have time to go hat shopping. 

“Excuse mae, Grandfather,” I said 
POLIGELY. “But I have a book to write, and 
I need to find some inspiration.” 

“ll give you some inspiration!” he 
THUNDERED. 

“You will?” I asked nervously. 

“That’s right!” Grandfather replied. “I 
bought my hat years ago ina lid#le shop 
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Cowboy Hat 
Style: Silver Cactus Deluxe 


Made in: Sedona, Arizona, USA 





I FIND My INSPIRATION! 





in Sedona, Arizona. It was called the Silver 
Cactus. And this red bandanna was given to 
me by my friend the RED BANDIT many 
years ago. He wears one just like this.” 

“Arizona?” I asked. I had never been there. 

“Oh, it’s a marvelous state, and Sedona 
is so beavtiful! ” my grandfather said. 
“That’s why you will find it the perfect 
setting for your next adventure! You’ll find 
lots of EX CIEE MENE there.” 

“What makes it so @XG/CING?” I asked 
cautiously. 

“Why, the poisonous snakes, of course!” 
Grandfather answered. “And then there are 
all those spiders.” 

I turned pale. 

“Yes, some of those SOTDERS are as 


large as a cheese pizza,” Grandfather went 
on. “And don’t forget the SCOTPLONs. 
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I FIND My INSPIRATION! 





Those little guys are just loaded with poison.” 

“¢-snakes? ¢-spiders? $-scorpions?” 
I shuddered. 

Grandfather tugged on one of my whiskers. 

“SNAP OUT OF FF!” he yelled. “Are 
you a scaredy-mouse?” 

“N-no, sir,” I said. 

“We'll see about that,” Grandfather said. 
“You want to call yourself a REAL MOUSE? 





I Finn My 





Then prove it. See if you can go 
to Arizona and come back in 
one piece. I am sending your 
cousin Trap with you to 
keep an EYE on you.” 
“Trap!” I exclaimed. I’d 
almost rather go on a trip 
with a scorpion. 





Grandfather ignored me. 
“You will go to Sedona, Arizona, and 
look for the Silver Caecbus shop,” he 
went on. “There you can buy me another hat 
just like this one. To get the bandanna and 
the feather, you’ll have to look up my good 
friend the RED BANDIT.” 

This trip was sounding W°PSE and 
W 2 PSE. “But I don’t know anything about 
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Arizona!” I protested. 


Grandfather shoved a guidebook into my 
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I FIND My INSPIRATION! 





paws. “Then read this!” 

Before I could argue, he pushed me out of 
my office, down the stairs, and shoved me 
into a fax7. 

“Take my grandson to the airport, and do 
it PPONEO:” he barked at the driver, 


“But I haven’t packed!” I yelled. 

Grandfather jammed his hae onto 
my head. “This is all you need.” 

Then he shut the door with a bang that 
shook my whiskers. 
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I FIND My INSPIRATION! 





“Go find the hat!” he said. “Be sure it’s 
the RIGHT size, the RIGHT style, and 
the IRIGHT color. And don’t forget the 
bandanna and the feaaaaaather!” 

As the taxi sped off, I heard his last request. 

“By the way, would you take the Red 
Bandit a T?7NY 8?FT from me?” he yelled. 
“Trap has it!” 

I stuck my head out of the window, and 
my whiskers WAVE in the breeze. 








You CALL THAT A 
TINY GIFT? 


We got to the airport in a half hour. As 
soon as I walked in, I heard someone shout, 
“GERONIMO! Stop daydreaming about 
cyeeSe SANDwicnes and get over here!” 

It was my cousin Trap! I’ve known him 
ever since we were teeny, tiny mouselets. 
When we were growing up, Trap loved to 
play tricks on me and tease me. And 


guess what? He still does! 





Trap’s Tricks, PRANKS, AND JoKES 





You CALL THAT th A TINY GIFT? 


“Geronimo, get the Chneese out of your 


ears and listen up!” Trap told me. “I need to 


tell you thr¢<€ important things! Three!” 









“THING NUMBER ONE: Because YOU are always 
daydreaming, Grandfather wants ME to keep an eye on 


you in Arizona. 


THING NUMBER TWO: Grandfather wants me to 
make sure that you take good care of a tiny gift for his 
friend the Red Bandit. 


THING NUMBER THREE: Did you know that hat you're 


. . o 
wearing makes you look ridiculous: 


Then he turned and pointed to something 
behind him. 


“Here is the T?NY 8fFT for Grandfather’s 
friend,” he said. 


You Cat, THAT th A Tiny GIFT? 


I couldn’t believe my eyes. The “tiny gift” 
was an enormouse jar of Chocolate 
cheese spread! It was as high as a mouse, as 
wide as a barrel, and it looked as heavy as 
A BABY ELEPHANT. 

“You call that a TiN‘ fF T?” I cried. 
“Holey cheese! How are we going to lug this 
all the way to Arizona? What if it breaks?” 

Trap shrugged. “That’s your problem, 
Cousin,” he said. “Grandfather told YOU 
to bring the enormouse jar and asked MIE 
to keep an eye on you. So if the enormouse 
jar breaks, it’ll be YOUR fault. You'll have 
to tell Grandfather .. . and if that happens, 
I wouldn’t want to be in your PUF, I'll tell 
you that!” 

Then Trap winked at me. “Know what 
else? I’ve got a real YEN to know what it 
tastes like.” 


You CALL THAT th A TINY Girt? 


Before I could stop him, 
he shimmied up the side of 
the enormouse jar. Then he 
popped open the 
lid. The wonderful smells 
of Chocolate and 
cheese filled the airport. 

“Trap, no!” I yelled. “Grandfather will be 
really Cheesed off) 

Trap ignored me. He gazed down into the 





jar. “You’ve got to see this!” he called down 
to me. “It looks super delicious)” 

“Trap, get down!” I yelled again. 

“But it’s amazing,” Trap said. “All the 
different chocolaty cheesy flavors are 
swirled together. No wonder it’s called 
CuocoLate CueeSe DeLigut:” 

“Yeah, sounds great,” I said. “Now get 
down!” 


You CALL THAT tt A TINY GIFT? 


But Trap wasn’t even listening to me. His 
eyes Gleamed. He hungrily licked his 
lips. 


“YUM YUM YUM! he said. “I’ve sot to 


have a taste before I flip my whiskers!” 
Then he stood on the edge of the jar, like he 
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CHOCOLATE CHEESE DELIGHT 


CHIRTEEN 
FLAVORG! 


Chocolate and cheese 

flavors swirled together: 

1. Milk chocolate 

2. Cheddar cheese chocolate 

3. Hazelnut chocolate 

4. Swiss cheese chocolate 

5. Very dark chocolate 

6. Gorgonzola cheese chocolate 
7. white chocolate 

8. Mozzarella cheese chocolate 
9. Spicy chocolate 
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10. Cream cheese chocolate 
11. RaiSin chocolate 

12. Stinky cheese chocolate 
13. Cherry chocolate 








S 
THREE FEARS AND 
THREE SURPRISES 


I grabbed Trap by the tail and POLLED him 
down just in time! I could not let Trap ruin 
the T?NY S?FT for the Red Bandit. If I 
wasn’t watching carefully, he could gobble 
up all of the tasty CyocoLate Cyeese 
DeLigut: To be safe, I bought a LO€K for 
the enormouse lid of the enormouse far. 

As we checked in our luggage (including 
the @FLOrxraAowuse jar), we heard an 
announcement. 

“The flight to AY 17002 is now boarding 
at Gate Three.” 

And so the LONGEST trip ever started. 
We began by flying all the way from New 
Mouse City and across the United States to 
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THREE FEARS AND “623056 THREE SURPRISES 
——— —IITI————— 


the city of Phoenix, Arizona. Trap $Mi@ red 
the whole way there. It sounded like a rain 
@figifié in my car! 

Me? I stared out the window, worrying 
about three things. 


S©GCGCHCKEEKCKSG?R © © © Ge 
FEAR NUMBER ONE. 

Would Arizona be dangerous? 

FEAR NUMBER TWo. 

Would I be able to keep the enormouse 
jar from breaking before I delivered it 
to the Red Bandit? 


FEAR NUMBER THREE, 


Would I even be able to £ ind the Red 
Bandit? 










I couldn’t stop thinking about the RED 
BANDIT. He sounded like a bad guy in a 


ae 


THREE FEARS ao WBRog Tine SURPRISES 


cowboy movie. How had he and Grandfather 
become fL1eNdS? I wished that I knew 
more about him. All I knew was to start my 
search in SEDONA, Arizona. 

I read through the GVIAE hook. 
Sedona sounded like a nice little town. 
I especially liked the sound of the “mild 
climate” the book said it had. Maybe it 


en 
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_ HISTORY OF SEDONA: The city of Sedona lies in the Verdant Valle 

_ of Arizona. The valley's early inhabitants mostly hurited and gathered 
for their food. In 1876, the first nonnative settler claimed property 
there, and others followed. One settler Theodore Carlton Schnebly, 
established a post office there in 1902 and named it — and the 
town — after his wife, Sedona. 





THREE FEARS anv PRE Tie SURPRISES 


won't be too hard to find the Red Bandit, | 
thought. 

Finally, the plane landed in PAOENIX. 
We rented a § #8458585 so we could take the 
two-hour drive to Sedona. But of course, 
Trap forgot to put gas in it — so we had to 
stop in the middie OF nowhere! 

Trap and I had to hike the rest of the 





2 ALY UL ELEN : 


—— - 


CHOU 





THREE FEARS AND PRoE Tine SURPRISES 


way. Guess who had to carry the enormouse 
jar! 

When we got to Sedona, I had thre€é 
surprises. 


SPCC EEC CES Oe 
SURPRISE NUMBER ONE, Sedona wasn't a tiny 
settlement anymore. It had grown into a lively city of 


more than 1OOOO inhabitants! How would I ever find 
the Red Bandit? 


nan NUMBER TWO. In July, Sedona’s “mild 
climate” felt more like an oven's temperature! 


SURPRISE NUMBER THREE, The enormouse jar 


of Chocolate Cheese Delight strapped to my back was 
about to boil over! 





I had to find a way to keep the jar Safe — 
or face Grandfather's wrath. 

I tried to 2° 4. © the enormouse jar with 
a KWL patio umbrella. 
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my rocks. Visitors to Sedona enjoy outdoor activities such as hiking, § 
By biking, golf tennis, horseback riding, and excursions in helicopters [® 
faa or hot-air balloons. “ 
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Sedona is located in the heart of Arizona, and is about 115 
miles north of Phoenix. It is one of the biggest tourist attractions Paya 
in the state, thanks to its natural beauty It has a mild climate, lots (Ay) 
of sunshine, and is home to sandstone formations known as red 
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Then I tried to 
GO@Oll it down by 
fanning it, but that 
didn’t work. So I got 
lots and lots of ¥€@ 
ciibes and put them 
on the lid. 

It was no use! The 
spread was starting 
to melt: Trap began 
to lick his whiskers in 
anticipation. 

“Cuz, we should eat 
this chocolate now. 
FIGHT F/O? 
Want me to get some 
bread to Spread 
it on?” Trap asked. 


“Nor” 








THREE FEARS AND aR THREE SURPRISES 


“Crackers?” 

“NOl 

“Cookies?” 

“Nor” 

“Okay,” Trap said. “So we'll just dive in 
then, right?” 

“No!” I WVELLED, getting angry now. 
“lO, NO, NOOOCOOCOOO! I have 
to give this spread to the Red Bandit or 
Grandfather will have my WH?SKERS!” 

Luckily for me, Trap gave in. We headed 
out to find the Silver Cactus shop that 
Grandfather had told me about. 
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Nice How1, Cuz! 


In the center of Sedona, there are lots of 
shops selling everything from outdoor gear 
to Native American art. Finally, we noticed 
a cuntous-looking shop tucked away in 
a DARK alley in the oldest part of the 
cin 


Coyote how! doorbell! 






Scorpion on the mat! 





SILVER fi, 


Nice HowL, @@ume@ Cuz! 


The doormat had a picture of a scorpion 
that looked so real, IJ UMPED back 
with a loud “Squeak!” a Then I rang the 
bell and heard the loud howl of a coyote: 
“DARAALGGOGOG2GG002” 2 

At the counter, I heard the sound of 
a rattlesnake... . rattle... rattle... 
rattle .. 3 I shrieked again, terrified, 
and Trap chuckled. “Nice howl, Cuz!” 4 


Boy, did J feel silly! 








Nice How, (areas. 


Trap took notes on the store’s clever 
pranks. Once I stopped shiver Ing from 
fright, I showed Grandfather’s hat to the 
shopkeeper. The young rodent 
shook his head. 

“We haven’t made that style 
of hat in Wears,” he said. 
“T’m sorry.” 

My whiskers df ooped with 
disappointment. 

“Well, do you know the RED BANDIT?” 
I asked. 

He shook his head again. “Sorry, never 
heard of him.” 


Now my ears drooped with disappointment. 





I was headed for the exit when I heard a 
{Oud VOICE from the rear of the shop. 
“Hey you! Did you say ‘RED BANDIT’?” 
I gazed into the shadows and saw a BIG 
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HISTORY OF THE SILVER CACTUS: 
This shop has been in the Ratthide family 
for more than 150 years. During the gold 
rush it supplied hats to the daring pioneers 
who came out West to find their fortune. 





Nice How., exer P| Cuz! 


GRAY rodent with a thick mustache. He 
wore a LAE that looked a bit like my 
erandfather’s. He got up off his chair and 
walked toward me. 

“My name’s Tom. Tem Ratthide,” he 
said, shaking my paw vigorously. 
“Just hearing the Red Bandit’s name reminds 
me of old times . . . riding across the desert 
with him and my friend William Shortpaws.” 

“Williams Shortpaws is my grandfather!” 
I exclaimed in SUIRPRISE. “He sent me 
all the way here to buy him a new hat.” 

Tom FiPPEd the hat off my head and 
looked at the label. 

“Hmm,” he said, stroking his mUStaChe. 
“I remember this style. We sold the DELUXE 
Silver Cactus at least thirty years ago!” 

He began to RUMMAGE through an 


old trunk. “They don’t make hats like that 


be 





Nice How., cactus P| Cuz! 


anymore,” he said. Then he grinned. “Aha! 
Found it!” 

He held up a hat that looked exactly the 
same as my grandfather’s. It had the same 
Silver Cactus charm dangling from the 
band. Only the falcon feather and ER EE FD 
bandanna were missing. I hoped that the 


aa ell 
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Nice How., Gan Cuz! 


RED BANDIT could give me those — if 
I could ever find him. 

Tom tucked the hat into a hatbox. I tried 
to pay him, but he refused. 

“Take it to your grandfather William as a 
token of our old, undying F RTENDS HIP,” 
he said. “As for the Red Bandit, start your 
search at Cathedral Rock. That’s where 
I saw him last.” 

Then he looked me UP and DOWN. 
He handed me a card with the words WILD 
RAT ADVENTURES on it. “Better talk to 
these rodents. You’re going to need some 
help out there in the Gesert.” 

I thanked him and left the shop, EAGER 
to continue. I was one step closer to the Red 
Bandit. ... 
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Mr. SKILTON, YOU'RE 
REALLY SILLY! 


When I left the shop, I found Trap YAWNING 
on a park bench. 

“Cuz, while you check out that adventure 
place, I’Il stay here and meditate on the 
situation,” he said. “And don’t forget to take 
the ENORMOUSE JAR. | wouldn’t want 
anyone to take it while I’m fast aslee — I 
mean, while I’m meditating!” 

Trap spreadi out 
and was S noring 
in three seconds flat! 
I tried to Shake 
him awake, but my 
cell phone FANG. 
It was my hialen, 





Mr. SKILTON, YOU’RE <——S> REALLY SILLY! 


Thea. I asked her to join me 
in Arizona. She’s a great 
rodent to have around 

when you’re ina JAM. 





“Sorry, Ger,” she replied. 
“You'll have to do the best you 
can without me. I’m working ona PPETTY 
Strange new story and I can’t get away.” 

“I understand,” I said with a sigh. 

“Oh, I almost FORGO.” she added. 
“Grandfather Shortpaws says to WU RAF Y 
up and find the Red Bandit. And don’t you 
dare break that ENORMOUSE JAR!” 

I glared at the ANNOYING jar. 
“Il do my best.” 

With another sigh, I strapped the 
enormouse jar onto my back and headed to 
WILD RAT ADVENTURES. When 1 stepped 


inside the office, an atWaPetic-looking 


aT 


Mr. SKILTON, YOU’RE <——S> REALLY SILLY! 


mouse with a long black braid approached 
me. She looked me up and down, just like 
Tom Ratthide had. 

I sucked in my belly — | haven’t gone 
to the gym lately, but I have made many 
trips to my refrigerator! I knew she had 
me pegged: a city mouse with pitiful 
muscles, wearing the WROMG clothes 
for hiking and carrying an ENORMOUSE 
JAR of chocolate on my back. 

She unrolled a brochure that was ten 
feet long. “Poppy Spritely, at your service,” 
she said. “Here at Wild Rat Adventures 
we provide GUIDED adventures of 
every type. What would you like to do? 
Extreme hang gliding? Exfreme 
hiking? Exfr-erme camping?” 

I clumsily tried to bow, but the enormouse 
jar threw me off-balance, and I fell 
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on my face in 
front of her. 

“Pleased to meet 
you,” I said. “My 
name is Stilton, 
Geronimo 
Stilton!” 

She picked me 
up, cLuchling. 
“I’m pleased to 
meet you, too. 
You look like a 
giant turtle!” 

Holey cheese! I 
was EX TRIEMELY 
embarrassed. But I guess 
I did look like a giaml 





Mr. SKILTON, YOU’RE REALLY SILLY! 


SD 





turtle with that enormouse jar on my back. 

She looked me over again. “You know, I’m 
not certain if you’re the type of mouse who 
can handle our exfrerme tours. I’m sorry.” 

I frowned. Poppy Spritely was probably 
right, but I didn’t know how else I would get 
to Cathedral Rock. 

“That’s too bad,” I said. “Tom Ratthide 
said you could HELP me.” 

She smiled. “That Changes everything!” 
she exclaimed. “Normally, ’d send a city 


mouse like you right out of here. You are 





Mr. SKILTON, YOU’RE REALLY SILLY! 


not the type for exfrerme adventures, 
trust me. But if you insist, Ill see if I can 
find something that’s not too extreme, [¥\T. 
Skilton.” 

“The name is Stilton. S-T-I-L-T-O-N,” I 
corrected her. “And I need you to take me 


to Cathedral Rock as soon as possible. I’m 
in a AURRY:” 

Her eyes got wide. “You? To Cathedral 
Rock? Impossible!” 

“But I must,” I insisted. 

She shook her head. “/*1%. Spilton, you 





Mr. SKILTON, YOU’RE <> REALLY SILLY! 


won't be able to hack it. I know what I’m 
talking about.” 

Now, if she had read any of my books, 
she might have known that I am no stranger 
to exfrermme adventures. But clearly, 
she hadn’t, so I had to convince her. 

“My name is Stilton with at... ¢ for 
tenacious,” I said. Then I fell to my knees. 
“Pleeease? It’s an emergency. If I don’t 
find the Red Bandit and get that Falcon 
Fe@GHEP and bandanna, my grandfather 
will have my whiskers!” 

“You should have told me that you were 
looking for a red faleon,” she said, clearly 
confused. “You must be an ORNITHOLOGIST. 
Probably a famouse bird scientist. In that 
case, I can help you. In fact, I have the 
PERFECT guide for you!” 

“mlO, I’m looking for the Red Bandit, and 
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Mr. SKILTON, YOU’RE REALLY SILLY! 


he might have a falcon feather,” I tried to 
explain, but Poppy wasn’t listening. 

She ran around the office, grabbing a map, 
a backpack, a rope, a compass, and other 
&iergericy supplies. Then she grabbed 
me by the paw and DRAGGED me out the door. 

‘FIGFAS GF?” she urged. “Time 
flies, and the falcons won’t wait for us!” 

And that’s how we began... f 1V€é 
extreme adventures! 








EXTREME ADVENTURE 
#1 


We left the office and picked up Trap, who 
YAWWED and stretched. 

“We can go now,” he said. “I’ve meditated 
enough for one day.” 

Poppy tied the enormouse jar to the roof 
of her ALE~TERRAIN WENIELE. We piled 
in and she drove down a bumpy dirt road. 

“Don’t worry, Mr. Svilton!” she said. “You 
are in good PAWS with Wild Rat Adventures.” 

I wanted to interrupt and tell her that my 


name is Stilton, with a t, but she was talking 


too FAST. 








“T will find your red falcon, or my name 
isn’t Poppy Spritely!” she boasted. “But if 
you ask me, Mr. Smilton, we should drop 
this enormouse jar. It will SiOW US down!” 

Maybe the heat was getting to me, but I 


kind of FREAKED out. 


“My name is STILTON! With a t!” I yelled. 
“And I CANNOT get rid of that enormouse jar 
or my grandfather will have my whiskers!” 

Trap winked at her. “Don’t pay any 
attention to him, Miss Spritely,” he said. 
“He’s just a little excited.” 

POOR ME! | didn’t even have Trap 
on my side. Fortunately, they both stopped 
BUGGING me because we had arrived at the 


foot of Cathedral Rock! 





Cathedral Rock is one of the 
most impressive of the red rock formations in 
Sedona. A steep trail leads hikers almost a mile up 
the side of the rock. 


| 


} 


‘ 











“Get your PAWS ready, gentlemice,” 
Poppy said as she got out of the vehicle. 
“The BEGT is yet to come!” 

Trap and I got out and I strapped the 


enormouse jar to my back. I looked up at the 
tall rocks silhouetted against the sky. Just 
the thought of climbing to the top made me 
feel as ClammmDy as cold cheese sauce. 

“Excuse me, Miss Spritely, but do we really 
need to go all the way to the top?” I asked. 
“I’m not sure I can make it.” 

She slapped me on the back so hard that I 
almost TOPPLED over. 

“Don’t worry, Shilton,” she said. “If 
you don’t make it, I’ll arrange a nice little 
FUNERAL for you. Feel better now?” 

That did not make me feel better, but I 
had no choice. I took a deep breath and 


followed Poppy and Trap up the steep trail. 





aster! | 


Trap WHISTLED as he climbed, %g. 


light as a FEATHER. And Poppy 
Spritely SCUMTILECE up the trail very 
quickly and well. . . spritely, 


just like her name! 
















I slowly plodded along. The 
enormouse jar felt HEAVIER 
and HEAVIER with each gy 
fam. = MY, 

| COULDN'T wG 
keep up, and 4 ba 
soon I lost 
| idl b of 
both of 


EXTREME AvenTuRe #1 





them. Once in a while, I would hear Poppy 
call from the top of the trail. 

“HURRY UP. Skilton! Soon it will be 
night. and we won't be able to find the 
falcons.” 

Poppy still thought we were looking for 
BIRDS, but I had my eyes peeled for the 
Red Bandit. 

Then Poppy scrambled down the trail, 
handing me her binoculars. 


“L°0K, SPILT OWN!” she commanded. 


“T found a red falcon.” 


Red 
Falcon 


Red 
Bandit 








I sighed. “Poppy, I keep trying to tell you, 
I am not looking fora RED FALCON, I’m 
looking for —” 

“Just look!” she said imPatiently. 
thrusting the binoculars in front of my eyes. 

Through the lenses I saw an ANNO WED- 
looking red falcon in her nest. I was about to 
complain to Poppy again when I noticed 
something far, far in the background. 

EXCITED, I focused the lenses. In the 
distance, I saw an elderly rodent riding a 
horse. The rodent wore a hat that looked 
just like my grandfather’s! 

“Holey cheese!” I cried. “It’s the RED 
BANDIT!” 


I had finally found my grandfather’s 
friend! 









EXTREME ADVENTURE 
#1, PART 2 


“We've got to get to the valley, FAST!” I 
shouted. “The Red Bandit is down there!” 

Spritely ripped the binoculars out of my 
paws. “Smilton, you’re so ailly!” she said. 
“Why didn’t you tell me you were looking 
for the Red Bandit?” 

I couldn’t believe my ears. “But I...” 

“The only way to get to that valley is 
to GLIMB,” she said. Then she started 
pulling EQULQMENT out of her pack and 
attaching it to me: microfiber pants and a 
shirt, a helmet, a harness, a belt with hooks, 
and a rope. 

“But I’m 0% a professional climber!” I 
protested. I’m a professional SCAREDY-MOUSE! 

“Don’t worry, you’ll be fime — I think,” 
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Poppy said. “You look like a STIZQNG 
mouse (sort of), and I’ll hold on to the 


rope up here — if I can! Just take nice long 


BOUNCES down the rocks!” 
“BOUNCES?” I asked. That didn’t 
sound very safe. “And what about the 
enormouse jar of chocolate cheese spread?” 
Poppy strapped the enormouse jar to my 
back. 
“Hopefully, it’ll ({RLAILC on the way 
down,” Poppy said. “And don’t worry about 


Helmet 











your grandfather having your WH?SKeRS. 
You won't have any whiskers to worry about 
if you don’t get down the mountain §AFELY.” 

I looked over the edge of the cliff. 
I took a deep breath, getting ready, when 
suddenly... 

“GO!” Poppy yelled. Then she pushed 
me off the side of the cliff! 

“HEEEEEELP!> 1 screamed. 

“Remember to bounce, Spilton!” Poppy 
called out. “Pll see you back in Sedona!” 

I bounced down the side of the mountain, 
gripping the rope tightly in my paws. 
With every hop, I was sure the enormouse 
jar would crush me. 

Jt Was truly an extreme adventure! 











EXTREME ADVENTURE 
#2 


The enormouse jar and I made it to the 
%°7 T°2M of the mountain in one piece. 
As soon as my paws touched the GPOUND, I 
passed out from fright! 

Then I felt cold water splashing 
my face. I opened my eyes and 
saw a rodent standing over me. 

“Are you all right, Greenhorn?” 
he asked in a booming voice. 

Then I recognized him. It was 
Wild Willie: 

“this is LightNiNg,” he 
said, pointing to a black horse. 
“If you want to catch up to the 
Red Bandit, hop on the saddle! 
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But be careful! He’s the witdest horse in 


Arizona.” 

Before I could protest, he forced me to 
put on a cowboy outfit: a f, ringed shirt, 
LEATHER pants, and boots with Apwra. 
Then he put me on the horse. 

“But ] don’t know how to ride!” I yelled. 

He $n rteq. “Don’t worry, you’ll learn! 
Thea sent me to help you. Are you ready for 
an exfreme adventure?” 


Wide-brimmed hat 







Bandanna 
around 


Fringed <4 ee Neer 


4 Leather 
=. “om belt with 
= buckle 

Pointy re 

boots oN, 

with 





I was about to answer that I was definitely 
not ready for that when my cell phone 
ig ang . It was my sister, Thea. 

“Geronimo, did you find the Red Bandit?” 
she squeaked anxiously. “Grandfather is 
worried! And don’t break the enormouse 
jar.” 

“Everything’s fine so far, Thea, but Wild 
Willie wants me to 77@e@ — whoa!” 


Lightning suddenly took off like . 








LIGHTNING: I didn’t have time to say 
good-bye to Wild Willie. I pulled on the 
reins, but the horse didn’t stop. 

“Heeeelp!” I screamed, TERRI F ED. 

Lightning galloped down a narrow path, 
ZIGZAGGED toward the RIGHT, zoomed 
to the \EF\, and then raced up and down a 
line of little hills. Then he decided to show 
off by bucking and rearing, FOGE@ styte, 
and I tumbled off his back! 








EXTREME ADVENTURE 
#3 


| erashed into the ground like a meteorite! 
Then I bounced up and into a patch of 
thorny cactus plants. Oucy! My poor 
little behind was covered in sharp spikes! Se 
I bet you think that things couldn’t get any 
worse, right? WRONG! I LEAPED out 





o-< I fell ina aah of 
seg landed on a cactus. . puma poo... . 








of the cactus patch . . . and landed in a pile 





of puma poo! 2 Yuck! With a disgusted 


GT HIRIEK, I sprang to the right — 
and stepped on a rattlesnake’s tail! 

| darted to the lef but this time I 
trampled a scorpion! 

I JUMPED away from the scorpion . . . 
and landed on a tarantula! 5S with ascream, 
I ran away and found the ENORMOUSE 
JAR (which had luckily landed on some 





I trampled a 
scorpion. ..; . 


I stepped on a 
snake's tail... . 











cacti and didn’t break). 6 Then I 
scam, ered down the path as fast as I 
could. “ 

The sun had already set, sol RAN... 
and RAN ... and RAN. But there was no 
sign of the Red Bandit anywhere. 


Holey cheese, where am I? | wondered. 


Then I realized that I was back near 
downtown Sedona. The first stans were 


enormouse jar... . 








beginning to play peekaboo in the clear 
BLUE night sky. The AY/ZONA sky was 
amazing. As tired as I was, its beauty really 


TOUCHED my heart. 





pn 
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ATREME ADVENTURE #4 


EXTREME ADVENTURE 
#4 


I parked myself in front of the door of the 
adventure agency and promptly fell asleep 
on the doormat. I woke up when ¢ 5 ppy 
opened the office. 

“Tsk, tsk, Skilton,” she said. “Haven’t you 
found the RED BANDIT?” 








Then her cell phone ran G. and she 
answered. “Hello? WHAT? You spotted 
the Red Bandit? WHERE? At the bottom 
of the Grand Canyon? Wow! We’re on 


\ aa 


our way right now! 
She DRAGGED me inside the office and 
outfitted me with a pair of khaki pants, 
a khaki shirt, hiking boots, and a cap 
with a visor to prevent the sun from 
BONS GG 2 ik. 
grilled cheese. Then she lathered my fur 
with 150 SPF SUNSCREEN lotion. 


She drove us to a hotel, where we picked 





up Trap, and then we headed for the 
GRAND CANYON! (Of course, we took 
the enormouse jar with us.) 

Trap looked happy and refreshed that 
morning. He wouldn’t stop talking about 
how comfortable the hotel was. 
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“I spent the night in an efegaret four-star 
hotel,” Trap bragged. “I met a lovely mouse, 


and we dined on a @eliciOUS cheese 
soufflé in the LUXURY restaurant. 
Later, a group of (WL rodents and I went 
for a midnight swim under the stars. I 
slept like a king ina VCRY Soft bed. 
When I woke up, I took a BATH in a tub 
with massaging jets. Just as my tummy was 
starting to rumble, room service delivered 


» 


|e 
VL <a> 








a mouth-watering cheese 
omelet right to my door. 
What about you, Cuz?” 

I showed him my tail, 





which was still full of 
cactus CHOKES. 

“| pappelled down 
amountain... 
got thrown off a horse... 


was pricked by cactus 
spikes .. . stepped in puma 
poo ... narrowly missed a 


rattlesnake, scorpion, and a tarantula... 
blistered my paws walking across the 
desert ... slept on a doormat... and skipped 
breakfast!” 

As I was talking, the vehicle came to a 
stop at the edge of a STEEP cliff! I bit down 
on my tongue. OUCH! 
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My poor tongue swelled up. I got out and 
looked over the edge of the cliff. 
«WHaD ith iD?” I asked with my swollen 


tongue. 

“Sfilton, this is the Grand Canyon!” Poppy 
exclaimed. “It is one of the world’s greatest 
natural WO nd £PrS.” 

‘Beauthiful!” 1 exclaimed. 

Trap strapped the enormouse jar to my 
pack and CHOVED me onto the path that 
led to the bottom of the canyon. I turned to 
him, surprised. 

“Thrap, aren’d you Coming?” I asked. 

He held up the hatbox. “Nope. I need to 
stay behind and keep an eye on Grandfather’s 
new hat.” 

I wanted to COmpPlaiw, but Poppy 
urged me on. “Smilton, hurry up! Your next 
guide is waiting for you. If you move fast, 
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you just might find the RED BANDIT!” 

‘IdsalLOn Gg way down,” I protested. 

“Well, you can take the trip by mule if 
you want,” Poppy said. “Unless you want to 
walk.” 

My poor paws were still aching from 
the night before. “I’ll dake the MULE, 
pleath! Thad’ll be much easier.” 

Boy, was I \/IP@G) about that! 


Cap with visor 







Khaki pants 
and shirt 


Hiking 
boots 





EXTREME ADVENTURE 
#4, PART 2 


A rodent as big as a truck appeared 
with a mule and plopped me on top of 
the impaticnt animal. My guide wore 
~ mirrored sumglasses, 

and it took me a second 
to recognize him... . It 
was Bruce Hyena! 

“Bruce, is that you?” I 
asked, relieved that my 
tongue was finally better. 

“Hey there, CHEESEHEAD!” 
Bruce said. 

“What are you doing 
here, Bruce?” I asked. 

“IT got a summer job 
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taking CHEESEHEAD tourists like you to the 
bottom of the canyon,” he answered. 

“How many tourists do you lose per year?” 
I asked Nervousily. 

Bruce just (NLCKERED and climbed on 
another mule. He clicked his tongue and 
the mules started to carry us down the very 
NARROW, very steep, and very scary trail. My 
mule $wdyed. back and forth, making my 
tummy flip-flop. 

Then I looked down into the Camyon. 
What a mistake! My head began to spin. 
My whiskers started to drip with sweat. 
Then I suddenly felt €Old all over, and my 


teeth started to chatter. 
CLACK CLACK CLACK! 


Fak CLACK CLACK! 


Panicked, I grabbed the mule’s neck and 
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cHAC IC! 


KAN [UN The Grand Canyon is an 
immense gorge that is 277 river miles long, 18 miles 
wide, and 1 mile deep. It was carved by the Colorado 
Stee River in the northern part of Arizona. It is managed 





—__| by the Grand Canyon National Park, one of the major | le 


4 national parks in the United States. 














hugged it tightly. Then I closed my EYES 
so I couldn’t see. 


But I couldn’t shake the feeling that I 
was going to F ALL, so I decided to walk. 
It wasn’t much better. With every step I 
took, I was sure I would plummet into 
nothingness. Squeak! 

Bruce laughed at me. “You’re impossible, 
Cheesehead! Get back on your mule — he 
won't fall, I promise! Ill tie you to him 
and blindfold you so you don’t get dizzy! 
You'll be as cozy as a Caterpullar ina 
cocoon!” 

It was no use protesting. Bruce 
tied me up and used the RED 
bandanna from Grandfather’s hat 
for a blindfold. 

Even though I couldn’t see, 


Cozy asa 


caterpillar in the SWNING of the mule made 


a cocoon! 
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my tummy FIUP-FLOP again. My 
stomach started to argte. 

Glaaarb! Glooorb! Gluuurb! 

Poor me! Besides having carsickness, 
airsickness, and seasickness, I found out 
that I also suffer from mule sickness! 

Jt Was an extreme adventure for my 
stomach! 





Sods 
= wb giuuurd! 


® 





EXTREME ADVENTURE 
#5 


When we FIQGLLY got to the bottom of 
the Grand Canyon, Bruce released me from 
my CGOGOOKK. My knees were WOBBLY, 
and my whiskers were SF@MBIING. 

Bruce slapped my back with enough force 
to bring down a buffalo. “Good luck finding 
the RED BANDIT, Cheesehead!” he said. 
“Just try to stay alive, okay?” 

He and the mules headed back up the path. 


I LOOKED around for the Red Bandit, 


but I didn’t see him. 


Then I noticed a group of hikers 
who were about to go rafting down the 
Colorado River. 








“Excuse me, but have any of you seen a 
rodent with silver fur, a cowboy hat, 
and a red bandanna around his neck?” I 
asked. 

“Sure did!” replied an PEMEBTES: bossy 
mouse. “We saw him heading 
for that valley just a little while 
ago.” 

“You did?” I asked, EXCITED. 

She nodded. “Would you like 
us to give you a ride? We’re 
going that way.” 

A ride sounded very nice. 4g 
“Thatik, You,” I squeaked & 


gratefully. 





She handed me a helmet, a wet 
suit, and a life jacket, 


and then shoved a paddle in my paw. 








I jumped into the raft. Extreme adventure 
number five was about to begin! 

The raft bobbed up and down on the 
raging river while the guide shouted 


instructions. 


“Paddle right! Paddle left! Paddle 


Paddle 











hard! Paddle smoothly! Whatever you 
do. « « just paddle:” 

As we traveled, breathtaking beauty 
unfolded all around me. The high, steep 
banks of the P@C@ POEKS teflected 
into the river, and the sky above was a 
BRiLLiQN$& shade of blue that can 
only be found in the desert. 

Suddenly, the raft LURGAED to the right, 
and then to the left. We almost tipped over! 
The other mice shouted with glee. 


“FaNtaaaaaastict” 


Me? I shrieked with terror! 
The blonde hike Wimkked at me 
enthusiastically. 


“Isn’t this incredible?” she shouted over 
the deafening sound of the /@@\7MG) waves. 








I was thinking that it was an incredibly 
extreme adventure ... maybe too 


extreme for a mouse like me. But I didn’t tell 


her that. 
Suddenly, the roaring of the waves became 


LOUDER and LOUDER. The guide’s 


voice got louder and faster. 
“Paddle, paddle, paddle, paddle!” he cried. 
“And be careful not to fall into the wat —” 


Too Late 
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| AM THE RED BANDIT 


I PLUMMETED into the river, and 
the weight of the ENORMOUSE JAR 
strapped to my back sent me straight to the 
bottom like a stone. I’m not sure how I did 
it, but I managed to swim to the surface. 

| gas @d for air as the strong current 
tosS$ed me up and down. I sank again and 
my mouth filled with water. I was sure my 
lungs would BURST! 

PAWING with all my might, I reached 
the surface once more. The swift-moving 
GURRENT took me downriver 
with incredible speed. 

The current DRNGGED me close to shore. As 
I floated under a tree branch extending over 
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the water, I felt a paw pluck me by the neck 
and haul me out of the river. A GENELE 


voice whispered, “Don’t give up!” 

Then I fainted. When I came to, I 
saw two pairs of dark little eyes, as ripe as 
berries, staring at me curiously. Then two 
shrill little voices yelled, “Grandpop, he’s 
awake!” 

An elderly rodent with silver PUR, 
a cowboy hat, and a red bandanna around 
his neck came closer and Amiled at me. 
That’s when I recognized him: It was the 
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I AM THE Rep BANDIT 





same rodent who'd “3 ¥=2B me out of the 
river, the same one I had seen riding a horse 
in the valley. ... 

It was the RED BANDIT! 

His eyes twinkled with amusement 
under the brim of his cowboy hat. 

“Welcome to my home, Geronimo,” he 
said. 


STUNNED. | opened my eyes wide 


and said, “How do you know who I am? 





I] AM THE Rep BANDIT 





Grandfather 
Did Grandfather tell you William ome 
I was coming?” 
He shook his head. 


“Nope! He couldn’t have. 





I don’t have a phone or 
eLeCtRicity.” 

He took a faded photo —— ee 
from his pocket and showed it to me. 

“Your grandfather sent me this photo 
years ago,” he said. “I recognized you right 
off. You haven’t changed much.” 

I looked around and realized that I was 
inside a LOG CaBiN — a house made entirely 
out of WOUD. 

I was tucked inside a cozy bed and wrapped 
in a quitt. The quilt looked handmade out 
of Color ful fabric squares. In the 
room, there was also a nightstand, a rug, a 
wooden table, a stool, a rocking chair, some 
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I] AM THE » = Rep BANDIT 


small baskets, and a fireplace brightened by 
a warm, 7RACKLI NG FIRE. 

Through a small window I could see a slice 
of sky studded with § CAPS. I realized that 
this house was built with love and inhabited 
by happy rodents. 

The RED BANDIT nodded, as if he had 
heard my thoughts. “Yes, Geronimo, I built 
this house with my own two [pGiWS many 
years ago. I don’t need a lot of stuff in order 
to be happy. I just want to be in touch with 
nalwre, and to protect it the best I can.” 

I nodded sleepily. 

“We'll talk tomorrow, Geronimo,” he said. 
“Have I got some YaPNS to share with you!” 

I wanted to thank him, but I quickly drifted 
into a deep, deep sleep. I dreamed 
that Grandfather William was nervously 
pacing back and forth across my office, 
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I AM THE Rep BANDIT 





waiting for his new hat... . 

When I woke up, morning suatlight 
streamed through the window. I felt much, 
much better. The Red Bandit loaned me 
some cowboy clothes. To thank him, I 
helped out with some CAoreS around the 
cabin, doing tasks just like they did in the 
days of old.... 


89 











THANKS, FRIEND! 


I stayed with the Red Bandit and his 
GRANDCHILDREN for several days, until I was 
feeling better. The Red Bandit took care of 
me while Cody and Bonnie kept me company. 
We became such good briendas that they 
asked if they could call me uncle! That made 
me so happy 

On the third day, Trap, Poppy, Wild Willie, 
and Bruce Hyena showed up at the cabin. 
They had formed a SE@RGH PARTS to find 
me! 

“Good for you, Sbilton!” Poppy exclaimed. 
“You’re still alive!” 

Wild Willie slapped my back. “I’m proud 
of you, Rookie,” he said. 

Bruce chuckled. “Cheesehead! It’s good 
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THANKS, & FRIEND! 


to see you alive. And you’re in tip-top 
shape!” 
Trap hugged me. “Cuz, I thought you were 
a €(}ON Cl for sure this time!” | 
Then he looked around ANXIOUS ( Y. 
“I have Grandfather’s hat safely here in the 
hatbox, but where’s the enormouse jar?” he 


ie! 
Good job, ae 


THANKS, ~& FRIEND! 


asked. “Do you have it? Did it get broken 

in the river?” 

1 SMaeKed a paw on my forehead. 
Cheese Miblets! 1 had completely 
forgotten about Grandfather’s hat and the 

é) enormouse jar of CyocoLate 
<>, Cueese DeLigut. 

So -4 I started to sweat. It must 
have gotten smashed. in 
the river. Grandfather would 
have my whiskers for sure! 

Trap’s cell phone r ag, and he 

handed it to me. It was Thea. 





“Ger, I was worried sick about you!” she 
said. “Are you all right? Did you find the 
RED BANDIT? And did you deliver the 
enormouse jar of Chocolate Cheese Delight 
in one piece?” 

Thad to tell her the truth... sort of. “Well, 
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THANKS, ~*~ FRIEND! 


I didn’t find the Red Bandit. . . . He found 
me! He FISHED me out of the river. As 
for the jar, tell Grandfather that everything’s 
okay — I hope. I'll give the jar to the Red 
Bandit right away ... if I find it...so he 
can open it up... if it’s not broken to bits.” 

“Broken to bits?” Thea asked, but 
[uUCkilY, the Red Bandit walked in, 
rolling the ENORMOUSE JAR! 

“Is this what you’re LOOKING for, 
Geronimo?” he asked. “I fished it out of the 
nrWwer along with you. I put it in the stable 
to stay cool.” 

Thank goodness! The ENORMOUSE 
JAR was safe! 

“Red Bandit, this is a gift from my 
grandfather,” I explained. “He said to tell 
you: ‘Here’s a gift just as SW€e€eb and 
enormouse as our friendship.” 
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THANKS, ~*~ FRIEND! 


Red Bandit’s eyes got wide. “This gift is 
truly enormouse!” 

Cody and Bonnie brought in a ladder and 
placed it next to the ENORMOUSE JAR. 
The Red Bandit climbed to the top, opened 
the lid with a plop, and dipped a paw into 
the Chocolaty, cheesy spread. 
Then he tasted it. 

“How is it?” Trap asked eagerly. 

The Red Bandit grinned. “‘Dee-licious!” 
he exclaimed. “Go ahead, have some!” 

Everyone grabbed a spoon or a ladle and 
dipped it into the jar. We put the spread on 
bread and cookies. 

Trap didn’t even bother with any bread. 
He GOBBLED the spread down by the 
ladleful! Nobody minded, though, because 
the jar was so enormouse that there was 


p le nty for everyone. 
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THANKS, ~*~ FRIEND! 


“This gift is extremely awesome, 
extremely special, and extremely 
delicious!” everyone agreed. 

When we had all eaten our fill (even Trap), 
the Red Bandit took off his red bandanna 
and handed it to me, amilin 

“Please give this bafidaftfia to my 
friend William,” he said. “A long time ago, I 


gave him one just like it.” 





THANKS, ~~ FRIEND! 


Then he pulled the falcon’s FEATHER 
from his hat and handed it to me. “An 
object as special as a falcon’s feather cannot 
be bought. It can only be found or received 
as a gift. I’m giving this to William as a sign 
of our £ riendsnip.” 

Filled wih GRATITUDE. 


I took the feather from him. 





I tied the bandanna around 7 | 
Grandfather’s new hat and ; 
tucked the feather into 
the band. Thanks to the 

Red Bandit, Grandfather 

final] sy would have his new hat, complete 
with the bandanna and falcon’s feather. I 
hadn’t failed him. I felt as happy as a rodent 


ina cHeeSe factory: 
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A New HAT FoR 
WILLIAM SHORTPAWS 


With our tummies filled with excellent 
chocolate and cheese, we said our 
good-byes. Trap and I got ready to begin 
our very long journey back to Mouse Island, 
where my grandfather William waited for 
us. 

I promised to visit my new fri¢tids 
again with my entire family. Next time, I 
would stay a lot longer, because ARIZONA 
is a truly amazing, beautiful, and friendly 
state. 

The plane ride was Very, very, very 
long. I slept almost the entire time — not 
only was my adventure in Arizona physically 
exhausting, but it was very emetiénal, too. 
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When the plane 
finally LANDED | 
woke with a start. 
Trap and I picked 
up our luggage 
from BAGGAGE 
claim and then 
headed toward the @X%Lt. Who do you 
think was waiting for us? 

It was a very IMPATIENT Grandfather 
William, along with Thea and my nephew 





Benjamin! Grandfather William ran toward 
me, shouting, “Well? Do you have it? 
Where is it?” 

I handed him the hatbox. 

“Here it is, Grandfather,” I said. “Here’s 
your hat.” 

MOV ED, he took the hat and put it 
on his head. “Perfect!” he said with a grin. 
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“It fits my head perfectly, just like the 
other one.” 

I pointed to the RIED, bandanna and the 
falcon’s feather. 

“Your friend the Red Bandit sent these 
to you as gifts,” I said. “I met him after I 
€limlbGd and rappelled down Cathedral 
Rock, rode on a wild horse through the 
desert took a mule down the Grand 
Canyon, and rafted down a RACING 
RIVER.” 

Grandfather looked at me in amazement. 
“YOU climbed Cathedral Rock? YOU 
rafted down a raging river and did all of those 
other EXTREMELY DANGEROUS 
things... for me?” 

He slapped my back. “Good for you, 
Grandson!” he said PROUDLY. “You’re 
getting GOOD, Almost as good as me! | 
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A New Hat For “a WILLIAM SHORTPAWS 


also lived through many FUR SONG 


adventures in Arizona. Ah, those were the 
good old days.” 

He looked at the bandanna and feather 
one more time. “Did the Red Bandit like my 
LiTTLe SFT?” he asked anxiously. 

“And how!” Trap yelled. “He had us all 
taste it. That chocolaty cheesy spread was 
YUMMY, YOMMY, YOMMY!” 

I had one more thing for Grandfather. | 
handed him an envelope. “This letter is for 


i. the RED ae 
you from the é Rey a al 


BANDIT,” I said. ; 
He read the a 
letter out loud. S 
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Grandfather Sita Led his forehead. 
“Holey cheese! That’s a grab idea!” he 
exclaimed. Then he turned toward Benjamin 
and Thea. 


“Get ready,” he said. “Our next vacation 
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will be in Sedona, ARIZONA! I’m sure 
well have many wonderful adventures 
there!” 

“Just as long as they’re not extreme,” | 


muttered. Then everyone cheered. 
“Hooray for Grandfather William!” 
“Hooray for Arizona!” 


“Hooray for the Red Bandit!” 





A New Hart For “a WILLIAM SHORTPAWS 


I hugged Benjamin and @ ~ ~ 
whispered in his fuzzy ear. A 


y & 






“You’re in for such a 
treat! You'll have lots 
of fun with Cody and 
Bonnie,” I promised. 





“But you may also 
LEARN something, my 
dear nephew.” 

“What’s that, Uncle?” Benjamin asked. 

I smiled, remembering my peaceful 
days in the cabin. “In Arizona, I found the 
key to HAPPINESS: a simple life in 
harmony with nature, surrounded by the 
people you love.” 

I give you my word on that, dear readers, 


or my name isn’t Seronime Siilton' 
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Be sure'to read all my 
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fabumouse adventures! 
















“#4 Too Fond of #5 Four Mice Deep in 
My Fur! the Jungle 


pee hein cers 


#1 Lost Treasure of 
the Emerald Eye 





#2 The Curse of the 
Cheese Pyramid 
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rit fill 






#9 A Fabumouse #10 All Because of a 
Vacation for Geronimo Cup of Coffee 


#8 Attack of the 
Bandit Cats 


' *) Geronlino Stilton 
THE PHANTOM 
OF THE SUBWAY 






#6 Paws Off, 
Cheddarface! 
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#12 Merry Christmas, #13 The Phantom of #14 The Temple of the 
Geronimo! the Subway Ruby of Fire 
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#21 The Wild, Wild #22 The Secret #23 Valentine’s Day #24 Field Trip to 
West of Cacklefur Castle Disaster Niagara Falls 
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#25 The Search for #26 The Mummy #27 The Christmas #28 Wedding #29 Down and Out 
Sunken Treasure with No Name Toy Factory Crasher Down Under 
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#30 The Mouse Island #31 The Mysterious Christmas Catastrophe #32 Valley of the #33 Geronimo and the 
Marathon Cheese Thief Giant Skeletons Gold Medal Mystery 
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GERONIMO‘S 


A FABUMOUSE 
VALENTINE wie ne. 


SCHOOL oe 





#34 Geronimo Stilton, #35 A Very Merry #36 Geronimo’s #37 The Race Across #38 A Fabumouse 
Secret Agent Christmas Valentine America School Adventure 


HEPPECULIAR 
PUMPKINATHIEE 
" ri wee , 
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#39 Singing Sensation #40 The Karate Mouse #41 Mighty Mount #42 The Peculiar #43 I’m Not a 
Kilimanjaro Pumpkin Thief Supermouse! 





#44 The Giant #45 Save the 
Diamond Robbery Whale! 





#50 This Hotel Is 
Haunted 


#49 The Way of 
the Samurai 


THE GOLDEN 
STATUE PLOT? 





#54 Get into Gear, 
Stilton! oe 


@ 










White 


#51 The Enormouse 








#47 Run es the Hills, 


#46 The Haunted #48 The 
Castle Geronimo! Venice 
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#53 Rumble in 
the Jungle 
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#57 The Stinky 
Cheese Vacation 
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#56 Flight of the The Hunt for the 


Red Bandit ee Book 


my adventures 
in the Kingdom 
of Fantasy! 
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THE KINGDOM THE QUEST FOR 
OF FANTASY PARADISE: 


THE RETURN TO THE 
KINGDOM OF FANTASY 





THE AMAZING THE DRAGON THE FOLCANO 


VOYAGE: PROPHECY: OF FIRE: 
THE THIRD ADVENTURE THE FOURTH ADVENTURE THE FIFTH ADVENTURE 
IN THE KINGDOM IN THE KINGDOM IN THE KINGDOM 
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Thea Stilton and the 
Dragon’s Code 
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Thea Stilton and th 
Mystery in Paris 
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OLD CASTLE 





Thea Stilton and the 
Blue Scarab Hunt 


Thea Stilton and the 
Secret of the Old Castle 
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FIRE FLOWERS 
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Thea Stilton and the 
Legend of the Fire 
Flowers 





Spanish Dance Mission 
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Thea Stilton ond the 
Mountain of Fire 





Thea Stilton and the 
Star Castaways 


Thea Stilton and the 
Prince’s Emerald 
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Thea Stilton and the 
Journey to the Lion’s Den 
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Thea Stilton and the 
Ghost of the Shipwreck 
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Thea Stilton: Big Trouble 
in the Big Apple 
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Thea Stilton and the Mystery 


on the Orient Express 
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Thea Stilton and the 
Great Tulip Heist 


Thea Stilton and the 











Thea Stilton and the 
Secret City 





Ice Treasure 
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Thea Stilton and the 
Dancing Shadows 








Thea Stilton and the. 
Chocolate Sabotage 


Check out 
these very 
Special editions 


featuring me 
and the Thea 
Sisters! 
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THE SECRET OF 
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| NeeT 
GERONIMO STILTONiX: 
@."e is a spacemouse — the Geronimo ~— 
Se ciliton of a parallel universe! He is" 
captain of the spaceship MouseStar 1. 
While flying through the cosmos, he visits 
4 distant planets and meets crazy aliens. 
Re His adventures are out of this world! 


| 
od 
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YOU’RE MINE, 
CAPTAIN! 





#1 Alien Escape. #2 You're Mine, Captain! 













Meet 


SP 


ancient ancestor! He runs the stone 
newspaper in the prehistoric village _ 
of Old Mouse City. From dealing with 

_ dinosaurs to dodging meteorites, __ 
his life in the Stone AED is pull ~~ 
of adventure! 





+. HELP, I’M_IN 
‘HOT LAVA! 
ALN Asse “4a : 


#5 The Great 
Mouse Race 






#4 Tete Fast re 
the Frozen 


l, Geronimo © Yirlton, have a lot of mouse 
friends, but none as : Ky as my friend 

LI ACKLEFUR! She is an 
enchanting and mouse with a pet 
bat named Bitewing. I'm a real ’fraidy 
mouse, but even I think CREEPELLA and her 
family are fascinating. I can’t wait 
for you to read all about UREEPELLA in these 

and : 


ea 


; 5 | ea 1 "or ‘& } 
x © saison P cmursGnine 


rf — 
i ( 


SM. [Ger ore i; ra zie Sa 6) 
CRrEPELLA YON CACKLEFUR, ~~ CREEPELLA YON CACRLEFUR 
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ABOUT THE AUTHOR 


Born in New Mouse City, Mous® 


Island, GERONIMO STILTON is 
Rattus Emeritus of Mousomorphic 


eo-Ratonic 


ymparative Philosophy. For the 


past twenty years, he has been 
running The Rodent’s Gazette, New Mouse City’s 
most widely read daily newspaper. 

Stilton was awarded the Ratitzer Prize for his 
scoops on The Curse of the Cheese Pyramid and 
The Search for Sunken Tredsure. He has. also 
received the Andersen 2000 Prize for Personality of 
the Year. One of his bestsellers won the 2002 eBook 
Award for world’s best ratlings’ electronic book. His 
works have been published all over the globe. 

In his spare time, Mr. Stilton collects antique 
cheese rinds and plays golf. But what he most 


enjoys is telling stories to his nephew Benjamin. 
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Map of New Mouse City 
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"Dear mouse friends, 
Thanks for reading, and farewell 
till the next book. 


It'll be another isker-lickifg-800d 
adventure, and that’s a promise! 





7 Geronimo Stilton 
S 





Who issGeronimo Stilton? 
That’s me! | run a newspaper, but 
my true passion is writing adven- 
ture stories. Here in New Mouse 
City, the capital of Mouse Island, my 
books are all bestsellers! My stories 
are funny, fa-mouse-ly funny. They 
are_ whisker-licking-good tales, and 
that’s a promise! 


FLIGHT, OF THE 
RED BANDIT 

One hot summer afternoon, | was 
trying to write, but I just couldn’t 
get inspired. | needed a break! Who 
would've thought that soon I'd be 
in Arizona, hanging from cliffs and 
white-water rafting?Grandfather 
Shortpaws had sent me on a hunt 
for his old friend — the Red Bandit. 
oelhat a fabumouse adventure! 
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